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Farm	Implements	and	Rutabagas	in	a	Landscape	
	
	
The	first	of	the	undecoded	messages	read:	“Popeye	sits	in	thunder,				
Unthought	of.	From	that	shoebox	of	an	apartment,		
From	livid	curtain’s	hue,	a	tangram	emerges:	a	country.”		
Meanwhile	the	Sea	Hag	was	relaxing	on	a	green	couch:	“How	pleasant				
To	spend	one’s	vacation	en	la	casa	de	Popeye,”	she	scratched		
Her	cleft	chin’s	solitary	hair.	She	remembered	spinach		
	
And	was	going	to	ask	Wimpy	if	he	had	bought	any	spinach.				
“M’love,”	he	intercepted,	“the	plains	are	decked	out	in	thunder				
Today,	and	it	shall	be	as	you	wish.”	He	scratched		
The	part	of	his	head	under	his	hat.	The	apartment		
Seemed	to	grow	smaller.	“But	what	if	no	pleasant		
Inspiration	plunge	us	now	to	the	stars?	For	this	is	my	country.”		
	
Suddenly	they	remembered	how	it	was	cheaper	in	the	country.				
Wimpy	was	thoughtfully	cutting	open	a	number	2	can	of	spinach				
When	the	door	opened	and	Swee’pea	crept	in.	“How	pleasant!”		
But	Swee’pea	looked	morose.	A	note	was	pinned	to	his	bib.	“Thunder				
And	tears	are	unavailing,”	it	read.	“Henceforth	shall	Popeye’s	apartment				
Be	but	remembered	space,	toxic	or	salubrious,	whole	or	scratched.”		
	
Olive	came	hurtling	through	the	window;	its	geraniums	scratched		
Her	long	thigh.	“I	have	news!”	she	gasped.	“Popeye,	forced	as	you	know	to	flee	the		

country		
One	musty	gusty	evening,	by	the	schemes	of	his	wizened,	duplicate	father,	jealous	of		

the	apartment		
And	all	that	it	contains,	myself	and	spinach		
In	particular,	heaves	bolts	of	loving	thunder		
At	his	own	astonished	becoming,	rupturing	the	pleasant		
	
Arpeggio	of	our	years.	No	more	shall	pleasant		
Rays	of	the	sun	refresh	your	sense	of	growing	old,	nor	the	scratched				
Tree-trunks	and	mossy	foliage,	only	immaculate	darkness	and	thunder.”				
She	grabbed	Swee’pea.	“I’m	taking	the	brat	to	the	country.”		
“But	you	can’t	do	that—he	hasn’t	even	finished	his	spinach,”				



Urged	the	Sea	Hag,	looking	fearfully	around	at	the	apartment.		
	
But	Olive	was	already	out	of	earshot.	Now	the	apartment		
Succumbed	to	a	strange	new	hush.	“Actually	it’s	quite	pleasant		
Here,”	thought	the	Sea	Hag.	“If	this	is	all	we	need	fear	from	spinach		
Then	I	don’t	mind	so	much.	Perhaps	we	could	invite	Alice	the	Goon	over”—she		

scratched		
One	dug	pensively—“but	Wimpy	is	such	a	country		
Bumpkin,	always	burping	like	that.”	Minute	at	first,	the	thunder		
	
Soon	filled	the	apartment.	It	was	domestic	thunder,				
The	color	of	spinach.	Popeye	chuckled	and	scratched		
His	balls:	it	sure	was	pleasant	to	spend	a	day	in	the	country.	
	
	
	
	

The	One	Thing	that	Can	Save	America	

	

Is	anything	central?	
Orchards	flung	out	on	the	land,	
Urban	forests,	rustic	plantations,	knee-high	hills?	
Are	place	names	central?	
Elm	Grove,	Adcock	Corner,	Story	Book	Farm?	
As	they	concur	with	a	rush	at	eye	level	
Beating	themselves	into	eyes	which	have	had	enough	
Thank	you,	no	more	thank	you.	
And	they	come	on	like	scenery	mingled	with	darkness	
The	damp	plains,	overgrown	suburbs,	
Places	of	known	civic	pride,	of	civil	obscurity.	
	
These	are	connected	to	my	version	of	America	
But	the	juice	is	elsewhere.	
This	morning	as	I	walked	out	of	your	room	
After	breakfast	crosshatched	with	
Backward	and	forward	glances,	backward	into	light,	
Forward	into	unfamiliar	light,	
Was	it	our	doing,	and	was	it	
The	material,	the	lumber	of	life,	or	of	lives	
We	were	measuring,	counting?	
A	mood	soon	to	be	forgotten	



In	crossed	girders	of	light,	cool	downtown	shadow	
In	this	morning	that	has	seized	us	again?	
	
I	know	that	I	braid	too	much	on	my	own	
Snapped-off	perceptions	of	things	as	they	come	to	me.	
They	are	private	and	always	will	be.	
Where	then	are	the	private	turns	of	event	
Destined	to	bloom	later	like	golden	chimes	
Released	over	a	city	from	a	highest	tower?	
The	quirky	things	that	happen	to	me,	and	I	tell	you,	
And	you	know	instantly	what	I	mean?	
What	remote	orchard	reached	by	winding	roads	
Hides	them?	Where	are	these	roots?	
	
It	is	the	lumps	and	trials	
That	tell	us	whether	we	shall	be	known	
And	whether	our	fate	can	be	exemplary,	like	a	star.	
All	the	rest	is	waiting	
For	a	letter	that	never	arrives,	
Day	after	day,	the	exasperation	
Until	finally	you	have	ripped	it	open	not	knowing	what	it	is,	
The	two	envelope	halves	lying	on	a	plate.	
The	message	was	wise,	and	seemingly	
Dictated	a	long	time	ago,	but	its	time	has	still	
Not	arrived,	telling	of	danger,	and	the	mostly	limited	
Steps	that	can	be	taken	against	danger	
Now	and	in	the	future,	in	cool	yards,	
In	quiet	small	houses	in	the	country,	
Our	country,	in	fenced	areas,	in	cool	shady	streets.		
	
	
By	Guess	and	by	Gosh	

	
O	awaken	with	me	
the	inquiring	goodbyes.	
Ooh	what	a	messy	business	
a	tangle	and	a	muddle	
(and	made	it	seem	quite	interesting).	
	
He	ticks	them	off:	
leisure	top,	
a	different	ride	home,	
whispering,	in	a	way,	



whispered	whiskers,	
so	many	of	the	things	you	have	to	share.	
	
But	I	was	getting	on,	
and	that’s	what	you	don’t	need.	
I’m	certainly	sorry	about	scaring	your	king,	
if	indeed	that’s	what	happened	to	him.	
You	get	Peanuts	and	War	and	Peace,	
some	in	rags,	some	in	jags,	some	in	
velvet	gown.	They	want	
the	other	side	of	the	printing	plant.	
	
There	were	concerns.	
Say	hi	to	jock	itch,	leadership	principles,	
urinary	incompetence.	
Take	that,	perfect	pitch.	
And	say	a	word	for	the	president,	
for	the	scholar	magazines,	papers,	a	streaming.	
Then	you	are	interested	in	poetry.	
	


